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WRITTEN EY. > pr 
SAMUEL FOOTE, Eſq. A 
EAR the Mad-Manfions of Moorfields I'll bawl, 

Friends, Fathers, Mothers, Siſters, Sons, and all, 


IJ Shut up your Shops, and liſten to my call, 
= With Labour, Toil, all ſecond means diſpence, 


And live a Rent charge unto Providence; ; 
Prick up your Ears, a Story now rl tell, 
Which once a Widow, and her Child befell, 
I knew the Mother, and her Daughter well; 
Poor tis true, they were, but never wanted, 
For whatſoe er they aſk'd, was always granted. DT - 
One fatal Day, the Matron's truth was try'd, %%% NE #0 
She wanted Meat and Drink, and fairly a JJ C1 3 
( Child) Mother you Cry! 1 

(Mother) 1 have got no Bread, — 
( Child) What matters that ? truly Providence an't Dead VVV f „ A 
With Reaſon good, this Truth the Child might Boy: „ . 


Por there came in at Noon, that very Day, | 
Bread. Greens, Potatoes, and a Leg of Mutton, | og > 
A better ſure a Table ne'er was put on: . | - EE, 


Ay, that might be, ye cry, with theſe poor Souls, To” - | 
But we neer had a Raſher for the Coals; e 5 1 + : 
And d' ye deſerve it? how d' ye ſpend your Days! | 8 
In Paſtimes! Prodigality ! and Plays! 0 
f Let's go ſee FOOTE ? ah! ' Foote” Sa precious Limb ? : „„ 
00 Nick will ſoon a Football make of any | - oo 
For foremoſt Rows, in Side-boxes you Shove, 7 1 = 
Think you to meet with Zide-boxes above ? 
Where giggling Girls, and powder'd Fops may ſit? | 
No, you will all be cramm'd into the Pit, . 
And croud the Houſe for Satan's Benefit; e 
: | Oh! what you Snivel, well, do ſo no more, 
1 Drop, to atone, your Money at the Door, 5 
And, if I pleaſe, — —PI give it to the Poor. 
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